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waste of all peaceable wolds. The mookse had a sound eyes
right but he could not all hear. The Gripes had light ears
left yet he could but ill see. He ceased. And he ceased and
it was so dusk of both of them. But still one thought of the
deeps he would profound on the morrow and still the other
thought of the scrapes he would escape if he had luck enough."
The new book Is full of fables, because the whole of the
first part is really a surrdaliste approach to the prehistory of
Dublin, the myths and legends of its origin, Duke Humphrey
and Anna Livia, the mountain and the river, from a black
reach of which the city took its name. The first words "river-
run brings us back to Howth Castle and Environs" suggest the
melodies to follow. All the urban culture of Ireland is by
origin. Scandinavian; and, to emphasize this, Joyce has intro-
duced the greatest possible amount of Norse words into his
description of it. There are four parts to the new work of
Joyce: the first is a kind of air photograph of Irish history,
a celebration of the dim past of Dublin, as was Ulysses of its
grimy present; the second is an interlude in a barn near
Chapelizod; some children are playing, and react uncon-
sciously the old stories of the first (Iseult of Ireland linking in
the suburb's name); and the third part, jumping from the
"past events leave their shadows behind" of the first, to
"coming events cast their shadows before," deals in four
sections with the four watches of one night. As this is literary
criticism, I cannot go into the metaphysics of Joyce's new book,
which are based on the history of Vico and on a new philosophy
of Time and Space; but two other things emerge, the same
preoccupation of the author with his native town, his desire to
see all the universe through that small lens, and his poetic
feeling for. the phases of the dusk, for that twilight which
originally gave the Celtic revival its name. The book opens
in a museum with a mummified description of the battle of
Waterloo:
"'This the way to the museyroom. Mind your hats goan
in I Now yiz are in the Willingdone museyroom. This is a
Prooshious gun. This is a ftrinch. Tip. This is the flag